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They're  crazy.    They'll  be doing the Cathedral
damage/

* What's it all about?'

* I   don't  know.    No   one  knows.    It's  been
brewing for months/

* * Well, what are we going to do?' Lampiron
was impatient. He had never cared for Gaselee
very much anyway. * We can't leave them to burn
the Cathedral down.'

* There! , . . The police are moving forward/

* Time they did/

Gaselee made no reply. This old man, Lamp-
iron, was a bore and, in any case, he felt uncomfort-
able, a kind of sickness in his stomach. This was
not his world* His world must be ordered, with
planks across the ditches and walls above the preci-
pices . . . and Render was dead.

* Do you know/ he said, * Render's dead------*

But Lampiron was gone*

Black figures, like puppets, began to run across
the grass. There was a pistol-shot. Mounted
police came sweeping over the Green, Gaselee
hurried, then he trotted, then he began to run. . . .

Lampiron also was running, but he was running
towards the fighters, not away from them*

As he ran he waved his arms and shouted. He
knew only one things a pagan overmastering impulse
to fight* The shadowy troubles of the last months
were over. While it was his own private history
that was attacked he was too proud to move, but
now he was urged to defend something beyond
himself*

The mob was frenzied with panic and rage. It
was frightened of the soldiers in the rear (there
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